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Pressitreless  Writmg 

ry  this  at  any  Pen  Counti 
whete  Duofold  is  Sold 


Do  You  Press  This  Way? 

Try  a  Duofol  J 
and  feel  the  Difference 


A  Feather-weight  touch 
is  all  this  new  Duofold  requires 

Stop 
Pressing! 

And  oiem  a  Pen  that  stays  in  Perfect  Trim 

Yesterday's  standards  of  writing  are  changed  today 
forever.  For  the  new  Parker  Duofold  introduces  Pres- 
sureless  Writing — stops  breakage — ends  pen  troubles. 

By  adding  a  single  part  it's  interchangeable  for 
Pocket  or  Desk  Set  use. 

No  hand  can  distort  its  point — yet  it  yields  to  any 
style  of  writing. 

To  reach  this  perfection  we  spent  35  years  on  47 
major  improvements  (32  patented). 

One  important  discovery  now  combines  capillary 
attraction  with  gravity  feed.  Thus  a  feather-weight 
touch  to  paper  starts  ink-flow,  and  keeps  it  going. 

Only  by  grinding  a  special  ink  channel  between 
the  prongs  of  the  Duofold  Point  can  this  be  done.  We 
must  grind  it  by  hand  though  the  work  is  costly  and 
few  can  do  it. 

We  now  make  the  barrel  of  Parker's  new  Perman- 
ite — non-breakable — 28%  lighter  than  rubber  for- 
merly used. 

This  barrel  we  make  in  3  sizes — in  5  black-tipped 
color  combinations — Jade,Lacquer-red,flashing  Black, 
Mandarin  Yellow,  and  Lapis  Lazuli  Blue. 

Only  one  caution:  Flattering  imitations  can't  give 
these  results.  So  look  with  care  for  the  imprint  '"Gee. 
S.  Parker — DUOFOLD."  Then  we  stand  responsi- 
ble for  perfect  service. 

Parker  Duo/old  Pencils  to  match  'ihe.  Vms,  $3.  $3.50  and  $4 
The  Parker  Pen  Company.  Janesville.  "Wisconsin 


Duofold  Jr.  ?5 
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R&K   STYLES 

Are  presented  at  a  time  \vhen 

others  are  just  beginning 

to  sense  the  trend 


Style  Leadership  for  over 
10  Years 


Rexford  &  Kelder 

Largest  University  Clothiers  in  the  West 

CHICAGO 
25  Jackson  Blvd.  East 
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Suit  or  Overcoat 


% 


30 


Made  to  Measure 

T  ISTEN,  Fellows  ...  if  you  want  to  pass 
/      your  "style  exams"  come  over  here  and 
leave  your  measure  for  a  Royal  tailored 
suit  or  overcoat. 

If  it's  an  Oxford  gray,  a  blue,  brown  or  tan 
....  a  striped  pattern,  a  herringbone,  nov- 
elty weave  or  plain  effect,  say  the  word  .... 
and  name  the  style  you  prefer. 

Made  to  measure  from  all  wool  fabrics  at 
moderate  prices  and  guaranteed  from  fabric 
to  fit. 

A  templing  tailoring  treat  awaits  you  at  The 
Royal  Tailors  ....  you  must  come  over. 

At  Wholesale  Branch  Store 

1641  ORRINGTON  AVE. 

10  Acres  of  Sunshine  Tailoring  Shops 
Open  Tues.,  Thurs.  and   Sat.   Evenings 

7-Day  Delivery  Schedule  —  No  Disappointments 


The  World's 

Greatest  Clothe 

Value 


Muddy  Watah! 

A  darky  and  his  golden-brown  sweetheart,  followed 
by  three  pickaninnies,  applied  to  a  courthouse  clerk 
for  a  marriage  license. 

The  clerk  looked  at  the  children  and  asked, 
"Whose  children  are  these ^' 

"Dey  ourn,"  was  the  man's  reply. 

The  clerk,  being  new  at  his  post,  was  properly 
scandalized.  "You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  your- 
selves, waiting  to  get  married  until  you  have  a  half- 
grown  family — " 

"Jedge,  you'll  have  to  ackskuse  dat,  "  put  in  the 
bride,  sweetlv.  "De  roads  out  our  wav  has  been  so 
bad."  "  "         T.  D.  W. 


^#1^^ 


Cjreen-eyed :    He  talks  about  his  way  with  women. 
Monster:     Yeh,  usually  the  wrong  way. 

"What!  Jones  in  the  hospital  again ^" 

"  Yeh.    His  leg.  " 

"  1  thought  he  had  that  amputated  long  ago." 

"He  did,  and  got  a  wooden  one  in  place  of  it.  ' 
"Weli^" 

"Cornborers.  ' 


She  (at  dance) :    Don't  you  want  to  cut  in ' 
Premed:     Oh,   God,   talking  shop  again! 


Pity  the  Mid-Victorian 
Sheiks  and  Shebas — 

A  tough  time  they  had  ot  it  'way 
back  in  those  dull,  dreary  years 
B.W.  (Before  Walgreen).  They  just 
coiddn't  get  a  good  malted  milk 
anywhere! 

But  this  is  a  rosier  age.  No  mat- 
ter where  you  happen  to  be  you're 
never  very  far  from  a  Walgreen 
fountain,  where  the  ice  cream  is 
Doubl'  Rich,  the  chocolate  is  Mild 
Bittersweet,  and  the  malted  milks 
have  a  fame  that  is  national. 


WALGREEN  CO. 
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Henrg  CLijtton  8  Sons 

1h\7A  ISTQTT^XT    QTJOT>      orrington    x  main  Chicago  store 
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This  is  the  College 

Uvercoat 

N.  U.  Men  Are  Asking  For 


SERE'S  the  correct  version 
ol  the  college  coat.  Single 
Dreasted  box  effect  with  all  the 
lightweight  advantages  ot  a  top- 
coat but  almost  the  warmth  ot  an 
Ulster.  In  the  new  Winter  colors 
— blue,  oxford  gray,  brown,  mix- 
tures and  combination  stripe 
and  pattern  effects.  At  prices  in 
keeping  with  our  recognized 
standards  of  value  giving. 
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Clothing 

Furnishings 

Hats 

THAT    MEET     THE 

APPROVAL     of    the 

WELL-DRESSED 

COLLEGE  MAN 


E.  S.  EHMEN 

2  Doors  North  of  Varsity  Theatre 

Telephone  University  2021 

£.  5.  Ehmen,  '10  Wright  H.  Erwine  '23 


Look  Out  Below! 

First  Sparrow:    See  that  nice  new  hat  down  there? 

Second  Sparrow;    W'ell,  what  of  it^ 

First  Sparrow:    Well,  I  was  just  wondering. 

— Octopus 

Nurse:     It's  a  girl,  Professor. 

Abs.  M.  Prof:     Very  well,  show  her  in. 

—  The  Siren 

"When  I  go  to  one  of  those  se.x  plays  nothing  goes 
o\'er  my  head. " 

"Same  here.     I  sit  in  the  gallery  too." 

— Bison 

Enthused  Co-ed:    Ooor,  I  just  love  these  pictures  about 
daivn,  what  are  you  going  to  call  it^ 
Artist:     Sunset. 

— Octopus 


Joe  College  says — a  man  does  not  have  to  be  a  tat- 
too artist  to  have  designs  on  a  lady. 

\\  ife:  Do  you  knoir  that  you  haven't  been  home  for 
four  nights? 

Absent-minded  Prof.:  Ye  Gods'  Where  have  I  been 
going ^ 

—  Yellow  Jacket 

When  a  woman's  beauty  is  praised,  she  becomes 
complaisant;  when  her  intelligence  is  praised,  she 
becomes' dominant. 


The  Collegiate 

Lightness,  comfort,  strength  and  firm- 
ness, these  are  the  qualitiesiof  the  Aimer 
Coe  "Collegiate,"  an  ideal  spectacle  for 
work  and  study.  Your  lenses  can  be 
duplicated  in  this  or  in  any  one  of  the 
more  than  twenty  Aimer  Coe  styles. 

Aimer   Coe   &   Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orringlon  a!  Church  Street 
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Ditty 


Dizzy  Dora,   the  sweet  co-ed,  w 
the  audience  with  a  little  ballad  entitled 
raise  my  shade  to  be  a  spectacle. " 


now   entertain  LTl^N 

I  didn't  [y®*      f 


-Red  Cat 


Sorority  Housemother  {over  the  phone):  Doctor, 
doctor,  come  up  here  quick.  I  think  one  of  our  girls  is 
breaking  out. 

Patient  h4edico:     Well,  hold  her  till  I  get  there. 

—  The  Sour  Oui 


"  'Caddy'  said  I,  as  I  finished  the  18th  hole,  with  a 
score  of  126,  'didn't  you  notice  some  improvement 
today?' 

The  little  chap  must  have  been  absent  minded  for 
he  answered,  "Yuh  had  your  clubs  shined!  " 

— Octopus 

Bathing  Beauty  (in  an  abbreviated  costume) :  A 
shoulder  strap  is  sure  an  important  little  article, 
isn't  it? 

Judge  (admiringly) :  Yes,  it's  the  only  thing  that 
keeps  an  attraction  from  becoming  a  sensation. 

— Froth 


He;    Your  Palmolive. 
She:    Not  on  our  Lifebuoy 
you  the  Colgate. 


in  a  minute  I'll  show 
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i  Stop  and  Eat  \ 
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i  The  Plaza  is  ready  for               | 

I  you  with  delicious  things               I 

0  to   eat,   tastily  prepared  s 

1  and  in  variety  to  please  | 

I  every  appetite.                                 I 

0  ~  a 

1  Conveniently  located  in  I 
ii  the  Library  Plaza  Hotel —               s 

0  '  s 

1  Orrington    Avenue,    just  | 

I  South  of  Church  Street.               I 
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THERE'S  something  everywhere  ahout 
you — .something  as  sparkHng  as  the 
erisp  November  sunshine.  Gay  as  the  pen- 
nants fluttering  from  the  stadium  walls. 
Into  that  something  goes  the  thill  percus- 
sion of  punted  footballs  .  .  .  ehrysanthe- 
mums  .  .  .  hawkers'  erics  .  .  .  crowds  hurry- 
ing, laughing,  happy.   ... 

Does  it  catch  you  up — sweep  you  along? 

If  it  does — if  you  warm  to  the  charm,  the 
verve,  the  gay  light-hearledness  of  Youth — 
we  believe  you  will  like  COIJ.EGE  HlMOR. 
You  clever  collegians  write  the  things  we 
feature;  our  stories  by  today's  front  rank 
writers  are  written  with  you  in  mind,  as  an 
audience. 

Scott  Fitzgerald's  article  on  Princeton, 
and  a  complete  novelette  by  Lois  Montross. 
The  Return  of  Andy  Pro  I  her  oe,  are  two  fea- 
tures of  the  many  that  compose  the  Decem- 
ber issue. 


cAt  cAll  J^ws-stattds,  the  First  of  £rery  SMotith 
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ART  WORK :  Page 

Pictorial  Mapp — Lillian  Fitch 4 

CAFETERIAS: 

Library  Plaza  Cafeteria 5 

Women's  Exchange  Cafeteria 6 

CHURCH: 

St.  Luke's  Parish      .      .      .    ■ 6 

CONFECTIONERS: 

Life  Savers,  Inc 7 

DRUGS: 

Walgreen  Drug  Company 2 

ELECTRIC: 

General  Electric  Company 8 

FLORIST: 

London's  Flower  Shop 36 

FOUNTAIN  PEN: 

Parker  Pen  Company  Inside    Front    Cover 

GARAGE: 

Service  Garage 34 

HOTEL: 

North  Shore  Hotel 7 

JEWELER: 

Lee  Nelson 36 


MEN'S  FURNISHINGS:  Page 

Arrow  Collar Back  Cover 

Charter  House 36 

E.  S.  Ehmen 4 

Learbury  College  Clothes 34 

Henry  C.  Lytton  &  Sons 3 

Samuel  L.  Pais 7 

Rexford  &  Kelder 1 

Royal  Tailors 2 

OPTICIANS: 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 4 

PIPES: 

Reiss  Premier  Pipe  Company 32 

PUBLICATION : 

College  Humor 5 

SCHOOL : 

Moser  Business  College 35 

SHOES: 

Walk-Over  Shoe  Company 35 

STATIONERY: 

Chandler's 32 

TOBACCO : 

Camel  Cigarettes 31 

Prince  Albert Inside  Back  Cover 

Old  Gold  Cigarettes 33 


CAFETERIA 

'     ESTABLISHED  1905 

1627  Chicago  Avenue 

BREAKFAST  6:45  to  8:30 
LUNCH  11:15  to  1:30 

DINNER  5:15  to  7:30 

NOT  OPEN  SUNDAYS 


SAINT  LUKE'S  PARISH 

HINMAN  AVENUE  AND  LEE  STREET 

George  Craig  Stewart,  D.  D.,  L.  H.  D. 

Daily  7:30  A.M. 
Sundays  7:30-8:15-11-4:30 

The  Abbey  Church  of  Evanston 

ALL  SITTINGS  FREE 


To  a  Plump  Venus 

An  inch  or  two  of  ankle  plus 

An  extra  pound  of  calf. 
Hips  no  thirty-six  would  own — 

They  almost  drive  you  daff; 
But,  honey,  I  don't  care  a  bit 

If  your  weight  is  above 
That  of  old  girl  Venus, 

'Cause  there's  more  of  you  to  love! 


-Froth 


Her;  (at  dance)    Wait  right  here  forme.  Bill,  while 
I  go  powder  my  nose. 

Her:  (Three  dances  later)  Been  waiting  long? 

Him:    No,  but  I've  been  looking  all  over  for  you  to 
give  you  your  compact. 

— Sour  Owl 


Or,  as  the  East  would  say:    "Do  you  know  what's 
dumber    than    a    dumb    Princetonian,    Algernon?  ' 
"Verily,  "  Cornelius,   "a  smart  Harvard  man.  " 


AtrtR 


'lfe^<J 


"Make  a  sentence  with  ligature  in  it." 
"Ligature  own  defects  and  don't  criticize  others." 


Then  the  dance.  And  remember — all  those  cigarettes 
you  have  been  smoking  between  the  acts  have  positively 
not  improved  your  breath.  They  have  if  anything — well, 
why  go  into  details?  A  tobacco  breath  and  romance  do 
not  go  together. 

A  breath-sweetening  Pep-o-mint  Life  Saver  after  smokes 
is  a  life  saver  indeed.  She'll  agree. 


NEW  FALL  SUITS 

and 

OVERCOATS 

Quality  by 
Kuppenheimer  and  Roxbury 


Suits  $35  and  up 
O' Coats  $25  and  up 


Samuel  L.  Pais 

Clothing  and  Shoes 
821  Chicago  Avenue 

University  8430 
"It  Pays  to  Trade  at  Pais" 


HIE   YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF    YOUR    OWN    SELECTION 

Set/  Service  Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 
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How  will  your  office  look? 


Not  like  this,  of  course 


Yet  you  will  find  in  it  a  dozen  jobs  that 
can  be  done  more  quickly  and  ffFecxively 
by  electricity — and  done  so  quietly  as  to 
be  practically  unnoticed.  In  fact,  elearicity 
has  completely  revolutionized  many  office 
methods. 


TO-DAY  in  a  modern  ofEce  you 
will  find  these  electrical  aids: 
Addressing  Machines;  Dictating 
i»{achines;  Adding  Machines; 
Multigraphs;  Check-writers;  Cal- 
culating Machines;  Cash  Regis- 
ters; Interior  Telephones;  Card 
Recorders;  Card  Sorters;  Time 
Recorders;  AccountingMachines; 
Time  Stamps;  Clocks;  Mailing 
Machines;  Typewriters;  Fans; 
Mazda  Lamps,  and  many  other 
electric  devices. 


This  familiar  mark 
appears  on  many 
electrical  products, 
including  motors 
that  drive  time- 
and  labor-saving 
office  machines. 


Y'OUR   FATHER  probably  will 
recall  the  days  of  high  stools, 
eyeshades,  and  evenings  overtime. 


But  visit  a  modern  office!  A  thou- 
sand letters  to  go  out  by  four 
o'clock.  A  new  price  list  to  all 
customers  in  to-night's  mail,  without 
fail.  Enter  electricity.  Two  or  three 
people  turnswitches.and  thefinished 
letters  come  out  of  an  ingenious 
machine.  Another  motion  and  they 
are  sealed  and  stamped.  Only  elec- 
tricity could  get  that  job  done. 

Here's  a  statistical  job.  The  reports 
are  in;  thousands  of  figures  to 
analyze.  Looks  like  overtime  for 
fifty  clerks.  "Certainly  not,"  answers 
elearicity,  as  a    button    starts   the 


motor-driven  sorters  and  tabulators. 
Key  cards  are  punched  with  light- 
ning fingers.  Electric  sorters  devour 
24,000  cards  an  hour.  Tabulators 
add  quantities  and  amounts  in  jig 
time,  and  print  the  totals. 

Go  to  almost  any  bank  today.  Hand 
in  your  account  book.  Click,  click, 
click,  goes  the  electric  book-keeping 
machine  and  back  comes  the  book 
to  you.  Five  operations  performed 
in  that  brief  moment.  Everybody 
saves  time,  • — you,  the  clerk,  the 
bank, — when  electricity  is  the  book- 
keeper. 

In  the  office  of  to-morrow  you  will 
find  "  electrical  fingers"  doing  more 
work  than  even  to-day. 


210.62DH 

GENERAL  ELECTRIC 


GENERAL 


ELECTRIC 


COMPANY 


SCHENECTADY 
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THE 

Purple  Parrot 


presents  the 


Mid-Victorian 
Number 


NOVEMBER 


1927 


MOTHER  TABBY:  Now  recite 
your  little  piece  from  Long- 
fellow. 

KITTY  CO-ED: 

— Morning's  at  seven, 
The  hillside's  dew-pearled; 
God's  in  the  ashcan 
All's  rank  with  the  world! 


Nine 


fJE:     You  sure  have  got  that  schoolgirl 

complexion. 
She:     Yes  sir!  that's  me  all  over! 


^^,.^iKtMC~^ 


Ten 


Volume  VIII 


NOVEMBER  1927 


Number  2 


The  Scandals  of  isso 


I'm  just  terribly  hurt. 
If  aught   the 


Scene  1 
A  trial  is  being  conducted.     The  Queen  has  tem- 
porarily cast  off  the  robes  of  stale  for  those  of  the 
bench.     That  period  is  not  shown  on  the  stage. 
The  Counsel  for  the  accused : 

Your  Majesty,  the  accused  is  not  guilty — if  aught 
the  pensive  bosom  should  be  moved  to  swell  with 
sad  compassion — 
Victoria: 

Stop.     I'm  beginning  to  care. 
The  Recorder; 

The  accused  will  now  make  a  bogus  statement. 
The  Accused : 

It's  not  that  I'm  angry. 
The  Counsel  for  the  accused : 

Just   a    few    well-chosen    words, 
pensive  bosom — 
The  Recorder: 

Produce  the  evidence. 

{A  black  bottle  is  set  on  Victoria's  lap.) 
Victoria: 

What  are  the  three  stars  for? 
The  Accused : 

Faith,    Hope,    and   Charity. 
The  Counsel  for  the  accused; 

In  the  Bible  it  tells  of  but  two  drinks,  wine  that 
maketh  glad  the  heart  of  man,  and  water,  thereof 
from  which  wild  asses  quench — 
The  Recorder; 

Guilty. 
The  Counsel  for  the  accused: 

If  aught  the  pensive  bosom — 
Victoria : 

Life  imprisonment. 
The  Accused : 

Can't  I  knock  off  the  month  I've  been  in  jail? 
{The  company  file  out  solemnly.     Victoria  is 
left  alone  with  the  bottle.) 
Victoria : 

Now  I  wonder — {She  eyes  the  bottle.)     I  wonder — 

(She  takes  a  small  nip.)    Faith!    {another)     Hope! 

(a  big  one  this  time)     Charity!     {her  head  swims; 

she  looks  about  dizzily  for  shore). 

Disraeli    {Running    in   with   a  shamrock    between  his 


^eeJ/i);  Your  Majesty!     A  present!     {He  takes  a 
large  package  from  his  hip  pocket.    He  tears  off  the 
tissue  paper  and  reveals  the  Suez  Canal.)  Here, 
look! 
Parnell  {entering  in  blue  pajamas  with  a  red  hair  bow): 

Hooray  for  the  Irish! 
Victoria: 

Who  are  you  ? 
Shakespeare     {In  a  golfing  outfit  with  brown  brogues, 
and  carrying  in  his  hand  a  vote  for  Waldo  Fisher) : 
O  my  prophetic  soul — Mine  uncle! 
Four  policemen  with  big  feet; 

Move  along.    This  ain't  a  parking  place. 
Shakespeare : 

How  sweet  the  moonlight  sleeps  upon  this  bank — 
{Exit  in  full  flight  with  four  policemen  with  big 
feet  in  full  pursuit.  They  think  he's  Durkin  or 
Fernekes.) 
Tennyson  {Entering  with  gorgeous  grapenuts  hanging 
from  his  hair  in  tiny  bundles  and  a  banner  across 
his  breast  with:  To  strive,  to  seek,  etc.); 
Theirs  not  to  reason  why 

The  Lady  of  Shalott 
Will  meet  her  pilot  face  to  face 

When  she  has  crossed  the  bar — not! 
Eighty  Pi  Phis     {In   white  dresses,    with  Slow    Club 
pins,  in  chorus) :  And  by  the  way,  my  dear,  Mrs. 
Coolidge  is  a  Pi  Phi. 

{The  scene  grows  dim  as  darkness  settles  over  the 
stage;  Victoria  rises  and  wabbles  unsteadily  off  the 
platform) . 
The  Chicago  Evening  American    {Entering   as   ani- 
mated headline) :  N.  U.  prefers  sheik  to  Football 
Star    in    Class    Elections! 
{Darkness) 
Scene  II 
Queen  Victoria's  bedroom.     The  blinds  are  down 
and  all  is  dark.     The  graceful  figure  of  Victoria 
Regina,  is  to  be  seen  beneath  the  covers.     A  small 
cat  cautiously  steps  across  the  room. 
Victoria      {in    a    rasping    voice) : 

Say  you  cat!    You  don't  hafta  stamp  your  feet! 
Curtain,  equipped  with  large  regal  V  and  small  peephole. 

A.  R.  B. 
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Cast  eyes  upon  the  damsel  above.  She  is  no  doubt 
engaging  in  a  romantic  reverie  (repressed,  of  course) 
over  that  heart-rending  volume  of  unmourned  years, 
"Tears,  Idle  Tears.  "  (No  poem  intended  here.)  She 
is  out  of  a  novel,  herself,  believe  it  or  not.  Here  is 
what  the  late  William  Dean  Howells  (c/.  Eng.B7  or 
Prof.  Kaye)  wrote  about  our  heroine  in  his  novel 
The  Landlord  at  Lion's  Head  (189b): 

"Miss  Lynde  leaned  forward,  with  her  elbov\'  on  her 
knee  and  her  chin  in  her  hand,  and  softly  kicked  the 
edge  of  her  skirt*  as  if  in  deep  thought.  "  (Nothing  is 
said  about  the  Landlord,  but  we'll  bet  he  had  a  hand 
in  this  mysterious  business.) 

It  will  be  seen  with  what  consummate  nicety  the 
Lady  perpetrates  this  act  of  pensiveness,  how  she  has 
but  to  twist  her  dainty  ankle  and  the  trick  is  done. 

Now  cast  glims  to  her  sister  on  the  right.  .  .  . 
*(Italics  mine). 


Hell  hath  no  fury  like  a  woman  corned. 


A  Sheepish  Tale 

He  got  off  the  train  and  looked  about.  Finally  he 
walked  up  to  a  man  near  him  on  the  platform. 
"Pardon  me,  '  he  said,  "but  could  you  tell  me  where 
the  insane  asylum  is?  I  am  the  new  psychopathic 
physician. " 

"Certainly  sir,"  answered  the  other,  "and  as  I  am 
going  that  way,  I  shall  be  glad  to  show  you  to  it." 

As  they  walked  along,  the  man  pointed  out  se\eral 
people  on  the  street.  That  man,  an  apparently 
rational  person,  was  a  retired  grocer,  who  thought 
he  was  Jesse  James.  This  man,  who  had  been  the 
editor  of  a  popular  humor  magazine,  thought  he  was 
Boccaccio.  Another  chap,  a  college  man,  had  gone 
crazy  when  he  found  he  had  proposed  to  a  Delta 
Zeta  while  drunk. 

The  doctor  was  surprised  that  these  people  were 
allowed  to  roam  the  streets  when  suddenly  his  com- 
panion turned  to  him. 

"Say,"  he  said,  "you  don't  happen  to  have  any 
sheep  in  your  suit  case,  do  you?" 

"Of  course  not.    Why^" 

"Well,  I'm  little  Bo  Peep,  and  I've  been  looking  all 
over  for  the  damn  things.  " 


Obituary 

A  day  passeth  over  the  slumbering  dead, 
And  a  night  and  a  morn  and  a  noon: 

But  what  is  a  day  to  the  slumbering  dead. 
Whose  love  is  the  sleepy  old  moon? 

A  night  passeth  over  the  slumbering  dead 
And  a  sob  is  the  gift  of  its  song: 

But  what  is  a  night  to  the  slumbering  dead, 
Whose  sleep  is  a  thousand  nights  long? 

Four  years  gambol  over  collegiate  folks, 

In  a  fit,  in  a  start,  in  a  jerk; 
But  what  are  four  years  to  collegiate  blokes 

Who  never  have  reason  to  work? 


She:    Was  the  dance  wef. 

He:    Was  it?    Say,  even  the  plants  were  potted! 
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The  Evolution  of  a  Story  (1890) 

Dr.  Arnold  to  Dr.  Hawkins:  I  just  met  Sir  Evans  on 
his  way  to  the  Turkish  Baths.  He  had  about  him 
one  of  those  new  belts. 

Dr.  Hawkins  to  Rev.  Smith:  Sir  Evans  was  on  his 
way  to  the  Turkish  Baths.  He  didn't  have  sus- 
penders on.  He  had  one  of  those  new  belts.  I 
heard  he  looked  fine. 

Rev.  Smith  to  Rev.  Brown:  Sir  Evans  was  on  his  way 
to  the  Turkish  Baths.  He  didn't  have  suspenders. 
I  understand  he  looked  very  well. 

Rev.  Brown  to  Mr.  Perkins:  Sir  Evans  was  on  his 
way  to  the  Turkish  Baths.  He  didn't  have  sus- 
penders and  he  was  looking  for  something.  Could 
it  have  been  his  trousers? 

Mr.  Perkins  to  Sir  Kayste:  Sir  Evans  was  on  his  way 
to  the  Turkish  Baths.  Don't  tell  anybody,  but 
he  was  hunting  for  his  trousers. 

Sir  Kayste  to  Queen  Victoria:  Sir  Evans  was  on  his 
way  to  the  Turkish  Baths  minus  his  trousers. 

(Enter  Dr.  Arnold,  Dr.  Hawkins,  Rev.  Smith,  Rev. 

Brown,  Mr.  Perkins) 

All: 
Water!     God  Save  the  Queen! 


Preacher:  Will  you  have  this  woman  to  be  your 
wedded  wife? 

Groom:    What  do  you  suppose  I  came  here  for!' 

Production:  Now,  daughter,  don't  waste  your  time 
with  any  petty  courses  at  college. 

Consumption:  Father,  how  dare  you^  I'm  not 
that  kind  of  a  girl. 

Geology  Prof.:     What  kind  of  a  rock  is  this^ 
Stude:     Oh,   I  just  take  it  for  granite. 


1st  Chorus  Girl:  "My,  what  a  rough  voice  you 
have  this  morning!" 

2nd  Chorine:  "I  haven't  had  my  daily  cigarette 
yet." 


Thank  you.  Now  that  you  have  kindly  transferred 
optics  from  the  filly  at  the  left  and  fastened  them 
upon  the  Hot  Smack  immediately  above  these  im- 
mortal lines,  let  us  examine  her  (oh,  you  know  very 
well  w  hich  one !).  Never  mind  her  smoking,  the  house 
mother  is  out  with  the  janitor.  And  that  s  a  small 
sofa,  not  a  stove,  she's  resting  her  parts  upon.  This 
dame  doesn't  need  a  stove  to  make  her  get  hot. 

Anyway,  all  this  hasn't  a  thing  to  do  with  what  her 
picture  was  printed  for.  Notice  that  she,  too,  even 
as  her  very  remote  sister  to  the  left,  is  deeply  per- 
turbed over  something,  for  she  is  reading  Cutie:  a 
Warm  Mamma,  an  effusion  of  those  Hecht  and 
Bodenheim  persons,  or  maybe  Fantazius  Mallare  (it 
doesn't  matter  which:  either'll  serve  our  purpose). 

While  she  is  engaged  in  mentally  reviewing  what 
she  knows  about  human  anatomy,  note  that  she  is 
softly  kicking  the  edge  of  her  skirt*  (do  not  accuse  the 
young  lady  of  being  in  deep  thought).  We  told  the 
artist  to  draw  a  modern  young  lady  attempting  to 
kick  the  edge  of  her  skirt,  and  chuckled  evilly  o\'er 
the  expected  result:  but  the  artist,  far  more  virtuous 
than  we,  circumvented  our  base  designs  and  had  the 
young  lady  (in  the  picture,  you  remember)  sit  down 
on  whatever  it  is  she's  accustomed  to  sitting  on 
(you'll  remember  our  sofa-stove  dilemma),  when  she 
posed.  After  all,  that  is  probably  the  reason  why 
we  are  able  to  print  this  photo.  .  .  . 

But  still  there  remains  a  hankering,  low-born,  no 
doubt,  to  see  the  picture  as  we  imagined  it.  .  .  . 
*(also  mine). 


Layman:    What  do  you  get  when  you  add  one  and 
one? 

Dominie:    Five  dollars. 
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Victoriana 

ON  our  shelves  we  found  a  worthy  tome,  long  gathering  unmerited  dust,  for  which  we  are  sure  the  gods 
and  goddesses  of  the  campus  have  been  in  sore  need  these  past  years.  Who,  in  this  decadent  and  hack- 
sliding  age,  has  not  foundered  for  want  of  staid  rules  wherewith  to  model  his  conduct?  How  many 
seemly  young  ladies  have  not  been  wrecked  upon  the  shoals  of  modern  etiquette,  for  want  of  a  more  decorous 
code  of  social  law?  And  what  young  man  has  not  wasted  away  in  silence  because  he  knew  not  how,  with  gal- 
lant and  affectionate  assiduity,  to  approach  his  sweet  love^ 

But  it  was  not  so  in  the  blessed  age  of  the  good  Victoria,  for  there  existed  an  estimable  tome.  Collier^ s  Cyclo- 
pedia of  Social  and  Commercial  Information,  a  volume  chock-full  of  guide  and  rule  for  the  young  but  ardent. 
It  is  well,  then,  that  we  set  forth  a  few  of  the  choicer  paragraphs,  that  the  campus  may  read  and  learn.  We 
have  no  doubt,  that  after  this  information  has  been  properly  assimilated,  confusion  will  no  longer  reign. 

Is  any  co-ed  in  a  quandary  concerning  what  the  circumspect  maiden  will  wear  ?  Let  her  read.  \\'e  quote: 
"However  fashionable  it  may  be  to  wear  very  long  dresses,  those  ladies  who  go  to  a  ball  with  the  intention  of 
dancing,  and  enjoying  the  dance,  should  cause  their  dresses  to  be  made  short  enough  to  clear  the  ground.  We  would 
ask  them  whether  it  is  not  better  to  accept  this  slight  deviation  from  an  absurd  custom,  than  to  appear  for 
three  parts  of  the  evening  in  a  torn  and  pinned-up  skirt?"     But  something  tells  us  this  advice  is  needless. 

When  the  dancing  is  over,  one  must  eat.  Let  the  timorous  scan  well  this  passage:  "How  to  eat  soup 
and  what  to  with  a  cherry-stone  are  weighty  considerations  when  taken  as  an  index  of  social  status:  and  it  is 
not  too  much  to  say  that  young  woman  who  elected  to  take  claret  with  her  fish,  or  ate  peas  with  her  knife,  would 
justly  risk  punishment  of  being  banished  from  good  society."  Nowadays,  however,  it  is  permissible  to  take 
one's  claret  (if  you  have  it)  with  almost  anything  but  dago  red.     "Never  offer  to  'assist'  your  neighbors  to 
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this  or  that  dish.  Rather,  'Shall  I  send  you  some  mutton?"  or  'May  /  help  you  to  canvas  back?'  is  better  chosen 
and  better  bred.  "  But  how  does  one  canvas  back?  Our  aquatic  education  has  been  limited  to  the  plain 
front-dive  bellyflop,  plebeian  as  it  may  seem. 

Since  the  wane  of  strip  poker  as  a  popular  divertisement  at  the  better  gatherings,  one  is  never  quite  ready 
for  what  one's  hostess  has  up  her  sleeve,  granting  she  has  any.  But  our  book  does  not  fail  us  at  such  an  hour. 
"If  the  party  be  of  a  small  and  social  kind,  and  those  games  called  by  the  French  les  Jeux  innocents  are  proposed, 
do  not  object  to  join  in  them  when  invited.  It  may  be  that  they  demand  some  slight  exercise  of  wit  and  readi- 
ness, and  that  you  do  not  feel  yourself  suited  to  shine  in  them;  but  it  is  better  to  seem  dull  than  disagreeable, 
and  those  who  are  obliging  can  always  Jind  some  clever  neighbor  to  assist  them  in  a  moment  of  need."  Armed  with 
these  admonitions,  the  aspen  co-ed  need  fear  nothing,  if  the  clever  neighbor  is  not  a  Delt.  Speak  when  spoken 
to,  but  "never  speak  when  you  have  anything  in  your  mouth."  This,  we  take  it,  includes  gin.  Camels,  and 
false  teeth,  although  many  a  true  word  has  been  spoken  through  the  latter. 

While  there  is  little  danger,  at  present,  of  the  students'  being  deprived  of  their  cars  (for  how  would  we 
love  without  them^),  yet  it  is  best  to  be  forearmed.  Should  a  college  damsel  ever  find  it  her  lot  to  attend  an 
Informal  or  a  Subscription  wrestle  in  a  buggy,  it  is  altogether  meet  that  she  first  peruse  these  wise  words: 
"To  get  in  and  out  of  a  carriage  gracefully  is  a  simple  but  important  accomplishment.  If  there  is  but  one  step, 
and  you  are  going  to  take  your  seat  facing  the  horses,  put  your  left  foot  on  the  step,  and  enter  the  carriage 
with  your  right  in  such  a  manner  as  to  drop  at  once  into  your  seat.  If  you  are  about  to  set  with  your  back  to 
the  horses,  reverse  the  process."  Never  sit  on  the  horse's  neck,  since  that  would  be  the  very  height  of  im- 
propriety, to  say  nothing  of  vaguely  insulting  your  worthy  escort.  But  perhaps  you  are  going  on  horseback 
instead;  here  the  man  must  take  care  for  any  short-comings  in  the  performance  of  his  devoirs:  "If  you  assist 
a  lady  to  mount,  hold  your  hand  at  a  conventional  distance  from  the  ground  "  (watch  that  "conventional" !). 
"As  she  springs,  you  aid  her  by  the  impetus  of  your  hand.  In  doing  this,  it  is  always  better  to  agree  upon  a 
signal,  that  her  spring  and  your  assistance  may  come  at  the  same  moment.  For  this  purpose  there  is  no  better 
form  than  the  old  dueling  one  of  "one,  two,  three.'  "  If  you  are  late  but  still  ablebodied  when  you  arrive  at  the 
racket,  and  must  be  introduced  to  e\eryone  at  once,  "all  that  one  (she)  can  do  is  to  make  a  semicircular  curtsey, 
like  a  concert  singer  before  an  audience,  and  bear  the  general  gaze  with  as  much  composure  as  possible."  If 
the  general  gaze  is  too  hefty  to  bear  alone,  request  your  escort  to  aid  you  in  carrying  it  out  of  the  ballroom. 
Also,  certain  terpsichorean  mishaps  are  fated  to  occur,  but  no  embarrassment  will  ensue  if  the  escort  will  but 
follow  these  words:  "Gentlemen  who  dance  can  not  be  too  careful  not  to  injure  the  dresses  of  the  ladies  who 
do  them  the  honor  to  stand  up  with  them.  The  young  men  of  the  present  day  are  singularly  careless  in  this 
respect,  and  when  they  have  torn  a  lady's  delicate  skirt  appear  to  think  the  mischief  they  have  done  scarcely 
worth  the  trouble  of  an  apology.  "     But  how  is  a  man  to  step  on  a  co-ed's  dress  and  still  remain  a  gentleman? 

All  the  sad  experience  of  past  examples  does  not  seem  to  hinder  collegiate  swains  and  their  lady  loves  from 
plighting  their  troths.  If  any  find  such  a  lamentable  condition  necessary  to  happiness,  there  are  many  helpful 
passages  to  turn  to.  "In  private,  the  slightest  approach  to  indecorous  familiarity  must  be  avoided:  indeed,  it  is 
pretty  certain  to  be  resented  by  every  woman  who  deserves  to  be  a  bride.  .  .  .  It  is  always  the  privilege 
of  the  betrothed  lover,  as  it  is  also  his  duty,  to  give  advice  to  the  fair  one  who  now  implicitly  confides  in  him. 
He  will  find  her  a  ready  listener,  and  any  judicious  counsel  offered  by  him  will  now  be  gratefully  received  and 
remembered  in  after  life.  After  marriage  it  may  be  too  late;  now,  the  fair  and  loving  creature  is  disposed  like 
pliant  wax  in  his  hands  to  mold  herself  to  his  reasonable  wishes  in  all  things.  .  .  .  She  should  observe  much 
delicacy  in  regard  to  dress,  and  be  careful  to  avoid  any  unseemly  display  of  her  charms;  most  lovers  would  prefer 
to  withdraw  their  prize,  the  object  of  their  passion,  from  general  observation  until  the  happy  moment  for  their 
union  has  arrived.  "  A  few  alterations  of  code  would  doubtless  have  to  be  made  her  to  suit  the  modern  breed 
of  canary — long  may  she  flyl 

Perhaps,  though  all  else  is  perfection,  the  eager  swain  may  find  his  lady  lacking  in  decision  concerning 
which  shall  be  the  blissful  day.  Let  us  helpfully  broach  a  specimen  letter  which  the  young  gentleman  might 
write  on  such  occasion  (we  quote) : 

Scribbler  House. 

My  Own  Darling  Wife  That  Is  To  Be: 

Let  me  implore  you  to  name  the  day  that  will  make  us  one — that  day  which  is  to  bring  us 

together  for  all  time.     You  blushed  last  night  when  I  urged  the  question,  and  put  me  off  with  some 

pretty,  but  pitiful  excuse.     For  once,  darling,  let  me  dictate  and  say  Wednesday.     Won't  you,  my 

precious  pet?  Yours, 

(supply  name) 
Of  course  it  is  more  tactful  to  propose  by  letter,  since  it  obviates  the  trouble  of  the  fair  one's  having  to  put  on 
the  coy  and  shrinking  act,  but  should  the  proposal  have  to  be  made  by  word  of  mouth,  let  the  lover  not  quake 
or  hesitate;  let  him  take  courage  in  the  pursuing  reassurement:  "This  hesitation  when  the  mind  is  made  up 
is  wrong;  but  it  does  often  occur,  and  we  suppose  ever  will  do  so;  it  is,  however,  at  this  moment — the  agony- 
point  to  the  embarrassed  lover,  who  'doats  yet  doubts' — that  a  lady  should  be  especially  careful  lest  any  show 
of  either  prudery  or  coquetry  on  her  part  should  lose  to  her  forever  the  object  of  her  choice.  True  love  is 
generally  delicate  and  timid,  and  may  easily  be  scared  by  affected  indifference.  A  lover  needs  very  little  to 
assure  him  of  the  reciprocation  of  his  attachment;  a  glance,  a  single  pressure  of  the  hand,  a  whispered  syllable, 
on  the  part  of  the  loved  one,  will  suffice  to  confirm  his  hopes."  It  would,  of  course,  smack  of  indecorousness  of  the 
most  brazen  kind  were  the  "loved  one"  to  respond  more  feelingly.     But 

"He  gave  them  but  one  tongue  to  say  us  "Nay,' 
And  two  fond  eyes  to  grant!"" 

More  we  cannot  add,  although  many  priceless  admonitions  remain  unsaid.  We  trust,  however,  that  the 
illuminating  excerpts  we  have  cited  will  allay  much  of  the  present  trend  toward  decadence,  and  that  a  new- 
born campus  will  arise  and  call  our  name  blessed,  or  something.    .    .    . 
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The  Lady  of  Shell 
Out 

There  lives  a  maid  who  never  lacked 
The  skill  wherewith  her  ilk  subtract 
With  ill-concealed  and  native  tact 
Mankind  from  honest  coin,  and  act 

As  if  they  did  without. 
Her  name  is  legion  and  she  trods 
The  venerable  campus  sods, 
And  subjugates  the  Campus  Gods, 

This  Lady  of  Shell  Out. 

She  hath  names  a  hundred  score, 
And  woLjiJd  own  to  many  more 
If  there  were  in  further  store 
Other  handles  women  bore: 

A  truth  few  men  will  scout. 
But  who  hath  met  this  damsel  gay^ 
Who  hath  not ^    I'd  better  say. 
Like  the  poor,  she's  here  alway, 

The  Lady  of  Shell  Out. 

Mayhap  you  hunt  this  maiden  who 
Can  make  the  closest  Scot  come 

through. 
Who  flaunts  an  itching  palm,  unto 
Which  trousered  shekels  cling  like 

glue^ 
You'll  find  her,  not  a  doubt, 
Where  four  and  ten  sororities 
Have  raised  their  palaces  of  ease. 
There  among  the  Alpha  Phis, 
The  Lady  of  Shell  Out. 

Or  else  among  the  Theta  clan 
Where  rules  the  anti-smoking  ban. 
Or  other  haunts  devoid  of  man, 
The  Kappas — Trace  the  whole  quad 
plan, 
Length  and  breadth  through- 
out, 
And  you'll  find  in  every  den 
Of  the  haunts  devoid  of  men. 
This  shy  and  shrinking  little  wren, 
The  Lady  of  Shell  Out. 

F.  J.  M. 


Frosh  Lullaby 


Children,  you  are  very  little 
And  your  bones  are  very  brittle 
(Frosh!  Get  paddles  strongand  handy, 
Peanuts,  cigarettes,  and  candy!) 


You  must  still  be  bright  and  quiet 
And  content  with  simple  diet. 
(Breakfast,     prunes — for    lunch, 

spaghet. 
Eat  it  ub — it's  all  you'll  get!) 


//  you  grow  great  and  .stately 
You  must  learn  to  walk  sedately 
(Frosh!  Cut  slouching  toute  de  suite. 
And  pick  up  those  clunisy  feet!) 


You  must  cultivate  the  side 
Of  a  man  who  has  some  pride 
(Frosh!  Don't  act  so  cool  and  cocky. 
We're  the  boys  you  can't  out-Jockey!) 


And  remain  through  all  beivilderin' 
Innocent  and  honest  children. 


The  first  Phi  Delt  pledge  at 
Northwestern.  The  tie  is  still 
being  used  by  the  Sophomore  class. 
The  spetunia  on  the  right  is  for 
purposes  of  pledge-pin  conceal- 
ment. 


"Wherein,  dear  pigeon,  are  mar- 
riages like  unto  armies? " 

"How  now,  sweet  zaney,  is  it 
not  that  there  is  no  trouble  until 
the  engagement  begins?" 


Anna  Nice 

She    was    extremely    beautiful. 

"Do  you  smoke?"  I  asked  con- 
fidentially. 

"No, "  shyly. 

"And  don't  you  drink  or  swear?" 

"No,"  with  a  blush. 

"Do  you  occasionally — ah — pet?" 

"Oh,   never.  " 

"Would  you  date,  then?" 

"Perhaps,  on  Sunday  afternoon, 
to   go   to   a    lecture,    you   know.  " 

"Do  you  know  any — mm,  that  is, 
off-color    stories?  " 

"  I  have  never  listened  to  or  read 
anything  that  would  be  unfit  to 
print  in  the  Christian  Science 
Monitor.  " 

I  remembered  I  had  an  im- 
portant engagement. 

"Wait,"  she  protested,  as  I 
started  to  walk  away.  "I  have  a 
fault—" 

"So!  "   I   remarked  dubiously. 

"Yes,"  she  whispered,  "I  am  a 
terrible  liar. " 


'Got  a  job  as  a  horticulturist. 
'  Much  money  in  it  ^ " 
'Just  lots  of  graft. 


Five  of  Hearts 


Sixteen 


Stays  and  the  Woman 

She  groaned,  Her  pretty  face  became  disfigured, 
drawn  into  tiie  tortured  lines  of  extreme  agony. 
She  gritted  her  teeth  and  tightly  shut  her  eyes,  as  her 
face  became  florid  with  pain.  She  gave  a  twist,  and 
then  drew  her  breath  sharply,  jerking  herself  erect. 
Unyielding  steel  was  embracing  her — slowly  wrench- 
ing her,  it  seemed,  into  corpse-like  rigidity.  God,  how 
could  she  stand  this  demoniac  torment  any  longer? 
She  must  collapse,  she  knew,  but  she  would  put  up  a 
brave  front.  Her  face  became  livid,  with  bulging 
eyes,  like  a  grotesque  mask.  Human  flesh  could  not 
long  endure  this.  Poor  creature.  Ah,  you  ask,  is 
this  another  victim  of  the  Inquisition?  Or  is  she, 
perhaps,  priestess  of  some  fanatic  cult,  purifying  her 
soul  by  bodily  torture? 

Say,  don't  show  your  ignorance.  Can't  you 
recognize  this  Kiid-Victorian  miss  trying  to  get  her 
corset  on? 

B.  A.  W. 


"I  just   coined   a   new  phrase  and   am   having   it 
copywrited.  " 

"Did  you  write  to  the  Patent  Office?" 
"No,  to  the  Mint." 

Him:     Have  you  read  Dante's  "Inferno"? 
Her:     Oh  my,   yes!     And  have  you  read  Elbert 
Hubbard's  Girl-graduate  Book? 


Null:    Is  she  taking  her  Master's? 
Void:    Ah-er-I  should  say  her  master's 
taking  her. 


A  Little  Light  on  the  Mid-Victorian 
Situation 

The  shade  of  Alfred  Tennyson  was  highly  indignant. 
He  was  standing  in  front  of  the  College  Inn  at  two 
o'clock,  and  watching  the  goings  on,  or  perhaps  we 
should  say  comings  out.  Just  then  Joseph  0.  College 
staggered   from  the  door. 

"Young  man,  "  squeaked  the  shade  of  Tennyson 
very  severely,  "what  have  you  to  say  for  yourself?  " 

"Don'  haf  say  nuthin'.    Just  smell  me.  " 

"Well,  where  do  you  think  you  are  going?" 

"I  dunno,  lemme  guess." 

"What  a  waster  you  are!  Why  can  you  not  en- 
deavor to  restrict  yourself  to  moral  and  intellectual 
pleasures?  Why  can  you  not  affiliate  yourself  with 
one  of  those  worthy  organizations  called  'Slow 
Clubs'?" 

"Why — hie — m  a  member  now." 

"You?'' 

"Sure,  'm  vice-president." 

"Then  by  all  that's  holy,  what  are  you  doing  here?" 

"We're   holdin'    our — hie — weekly   meeting." 

B.  A.  W. 

v.  M.  C.  A.  bore:  And  the  young  man's  prayer 
should  be:    "Make  me  a  real  man,  0  Lord.  " 

Horrible  atheist:    Sounds  more  like  the  young  lady's. 


Seventeen 


Nineteen. . 


The  Aching  Eighties 


A  gay  old  evening  in  the  times  when  every  re- 
pression took  final  form  in  an  agonized  lyric  written 
by  gas-light.  Note  the  general  spirit  of  unbridled 
hilarity.  The  gentleman  at  the  left  is  thinking  about 
what  a  perfect  metaphor  he  can  make  all  about  his 
love's  being  just  like  a  bubble,  etc.  The  lady  with  the 
pipe-stem  in  her  jaws  is  taking  a  wicked  delight  in 
imagining  she  is  smoking,  while  the  individual  in  the 
chair  is  shocked  at  the  whole  proceeding,  and  is 
about  to  make  an  audible  pronouncement  of  his 
convictions. 


It  is  a  precious  pair,  indeed,  that  the  old  red  plush 
sofa  holds.  Along  about  the  time  of  the  Christmas 
Cotillion  he  will  screw  up  enough  gall  to  hold  her 
hand,  but  just  now  he  is  content,  or  has  to  be,  to 
gaze  upon  the  features  of  Aunt  Emma  in  the  Album. 
Aunt  Emma's  nose  looks  like  an  arrested  avalanche, 
and  her  face  bears  some  resemblance  to  a  flight  of 
back  stairs.  And  never  mind  the  couple  in  the  back- 
ground. They're  wondering  why  "Enoch  Arden" 
wasn't  suppressed  long  ago. 


Hub: 
Bub: 
Hub: 
A.M. 


She's  Mid-Victorian. 
Numerate  reasons. 
No  necking  after   12:30 


The  kind  professors,  short  oficit, 

Praise  ratiocination, 
And  claim  that  if  we  practiced  it 

There  d  be  less  bibulalion. 
But  some  have  found  it  hard  indeed 

To  ever  thunk  at  all 
Unless  they  have  a  keg  of  mead 

And  eke  have  drunk  it  all. 


Prof:  Just  think!  A  violinist 
got  554000  for  playing  in  one  night. 
That's  one  thousand  dollars  a 
string. 

Stude:  I'm  going  to  take  up 
harp. 

"What  are  you  crying  about, 
Frosh  ? ' ' 

"My  room  mate  fell  in  a  mud 
puddle." 

"  'Well  that's  not  so  serious.  " 

"Tha  hell  it  aint.  He  had  my 
best  pants  on." 


Through  the  Decades 

1880 
Chaperon 


Fel  low- 
Fellow 


1890 

Girl 

1900 
Fellow — Girl 

1910 
Fellow-Girl 

1920 
Fellowgirl 

1927 
Fel-girl-low 


Girl 
Chaperon 


Antique:     Yes  this 
back   to   William   the 

Hopeless:     What's 
Isn't  it  satisfactory? 


tower  goes 

Conqueror. 

the  matter? 


Twenty 


.  .  .  and  the  Trifling  Twenties 


A  gay  old  morning  in  the  times  when  repressions 
are  scarcer  than  bustles.  These  weary  young  sophis- 
ticates have,  as  they  will  announce  in  their  suicide- 
diaries  (Covici),  tasted  of  life's  every  pleasure,  and 
now  know  not  where  to  turn.  The  gentleman  in  the 
doorway  is  evidently  trying  to  start  a  forest  fire  for 
the  sake  of  the  thrill.  At  the  piano,  the  lady  is  run- 
ning over  a  bit  of  Stravinsky,  but  her  effete  companion 
will  hear  nothing  but  Gershwin. 


The  osculatory  couple  are  not  really  in  love  at  all. 
They  are  making  a  mental  record  of  their  physiological 
reactions,  all  of  which  will  be  set  forth  in  their  flaming 
diaries.  And  the  pair  on  the  divan  have  joined  a  new 
cult,  and  are  trying  to  regain  their  lost  youth  by 
intensive  introspection.  The  dame  standing  by  the 
piano  is  about  to  dash  off  a  wild  thing  in  vers  libre  all 
about  how  life  is  like  an  ash-can,  etc.,  etc.  .  .  . 


Then— 

Mid:    I'm  ruined! 
'Victoria:    Why,  my  dear? 
Mid:     Count  Richard  saw  my 
foot  at  the  dance  tonight. 

and  Now — 

Nora;    I'm  ruined! 
Dora:  Why,  old  dear? 
Nora:    Dick  spilt  gin  all  over  my 
new   dress   at   the   dance   tonight. 


Have  you  a  room-mate  ?' 
"No,  a  saxophone." 


//  /  shoot  my  wad  of  luck 
And  I  die  without  a  buck 
In  my  baggy  pants  with  which  to 
bury  me, 
Toss  my  carcass  to  the  dents 
Or  such  ilk  of  carnal  gents. 
Cop   the   coffin-cost   and    cash-and- 
carry  fee. 

Officer:     Private,    which    is   the 
highest  branch  of  the  army? 
Private:     Aviation,  kind  sir. 


Doctors  say  that  healthy  babies 
should  be  a  delicate  pink.  The 
next  door  neighbor's  got  one  who's 
a  robust  yeller. 

Debater  (with  force) :  Why,  only 
last  year  the  state  of  Indiana  alone 
produced  334,  891,  642,  983  pounds 
of  lettuce! 

Judge:  Ah,  the  weight  of  your 
argument  is  tremendous. 


Texy  Dermist 
Knows  Her  Stuff: 

Skull  of  ape-man  found  in  Java 
turns  out  to  be  kneecap  of  an  ele- 
phant. Now  isn't  that  the  pachy- 
derm's patella? 


Twenty  One 


Victorian  Prayer 


Make  me  good  and  pure,  O  Lord, 
Moral  and  demure,  O  Lord, 

And  thy  will  be  done. 
But,  if  it's  all  right  with  you. 

Make  me  two  in  one: 
For  I'm  just  a  woman,  Lord, 
Weak  and  very  human,  Lord, 

(Virtue  makes  me  mighty) ; 
So,  while  1  know  I'm  Prudence  Prim, 
I  wouldn't  mind  if  you  mixed  in 
(Just  so  the  mixture  won't  be  thin) 

A  little  Aphrodite.  F.  J.  M. 


Epistle 

Madame: 

With  your  permission,  allow  me  to  assure  you  that 
your  presence  always  arouses  certain  chemical  proc- 
esses within  me,  greatly  increasing  my  basal  metabo- 
lism, and  decreasing  my  mental  balance.  It  is  with 
the  greatest  anticipation  that  I  anticipate  your 
visits.  My  aesthetic  sensibilities  are  marvelously 
and  inevitably  delighted  by  my  lady,  for  she,  if  I 
may  so  inadequately  give  voice  to  what  is  common 
knowledge,  is  the  paragon  of  terrestrial  physical 
perfection. 

Nigh  on  to  a  week  now  has  elapsed  since  I  have 
consumed  sustenance.  I  am  wan  and  emaciated 
from  malnutrition.  I  throw  myself  upon  your 
mercy,  my  lady,  as  a  last  resort.  I  beseech  you,  I 
implore  you,  I  entreat,  supplicate,  beg,  solicit,  pe- 
tition, adjure,  request,  pray,  importune  you — for  it  is 
verily  a  matter  of  life  artd  death  to  me,  oh  gracious 
madame — to  pay  at  once  your  last  month's  tailor 
bill.  Your  most  humble  servant. 


Rendezvous 

She  stood  waiting  all  alone  on  the  corner.  Her 
dainty  face  radiated  inimitable  beauty:  in  her  cheeks 
was  the  soft  pink  of  the  rose,  and  in  her  eyes  was  the 
sparkle  of  youth.  The  gentle  evening  breezes  wafted 
her  sheer  gown  tightly  to  her  and  gave  proof  of  the 
form  beneath — sylph-like  and  alluring. 

As  she  waited  she  became  impatient  and  shifted  her 
weight  from  one  diminutive  foot  to  the  other. 
Would  he  fail  her  this  evening^  she  thought.  Still, 
he  had  not  failed  to  come  for  her  for  many  evenings — 
in  fact,  ever  since  she  had  met  him  here  long  ago. 

She  grew  noticeably  angry  and — 

But  here  he  came!  She  could  easily  tell  his  big  car 
from   all   others — it   was   distinctive. 

His  speedy  car  stopped  suddenly  at  the  curbing. 
She  bounded  lightly  in,  dropped  her  nickel  into  the 
register,  and  sank  into  the  soft  cushions  of  the  Davis 
and  Church  Street  bus.  G.  B. 

He:    Do  you  know  the  height  of  Economy? 

She:    No.     Do  tell,  prithee. 

He:  To  douse  your  head  with  listerine  for  dandruff 
and  then  to  catch  the  drops  that  dribble  down  to  your 
mouth  and  gargle  them  for  your  halitosis. 

While  traveling  through  the  East,  we  decided  that 
the  business  men  on  Long  Island  don't  live  on  the 
sound — they  live  on  the  racket. 


^^ 


"And  so,"  quoth  the  maiden  with  the  smile,  "I 
joined  their  damned  old  Anti-Tuberculosis  League  and 
threw  away  every  cockide  Old  Gold."  From  this 
event  dated  the  reformation  of  the  Kappa  chapter. 


Twenty-two 


I'm  the  Guy 

I'm  the  guy  which  squeezes  the  hell  out  of  your 
hand  every  time  I  shake  it.  I  take  an  especial  pleasure 
in  putting  over  my  act  at  dances,  club  meetings, 
get-togethers,  and  Greek  smokers. 

I  go  around  and  say,  "  I  haven't  met  you,  have  I  ? " 
then  grab  my  victim's  hand  in  a  tender  spot  and 
squeeze  with  all  my  might,  I  imagine  people  must 
think  that  I'm  awfully  strong.  They  probably  go 
around  praising  my  vise-like  grip  and  the  steely 
though  sincere  glitter  of  my  eye.  Oh,  yeh.  I'm  the 
guy.  E.  \V. 


"There's  mother's  ashes  in  the  jar  on  the  mantel- 
piece. " 

"So  your  mother  is  with  the  angels!" 

"No,  sir;  she's  just  too  lazy  to  look  for  an  ash  tray.  " 

"Ma!  Uncle  Dave's  a  cannibal!  Pa  said  he  was 
hungry,  and  Uncle  Dave  said  he  was  so  hungry  he 
could  eat  himself.     Ma!  " 


j\)ftlbe.U>a.s"T"6TS 


Mr.  Ernest  Swinburne  Softlyspoken  and  Miss 
Euphemia  Tupper  Prude,  both  ardent  lovers  of 
Tennyson,  are  engaged  in  a  civil  exchange  of  the  social 
amenities.  Although  it  may  look  otherwise,  Ernest  is 
merely  asking  Miss  Euphemia  whether  or  not  he  may 
untie  her  ice-skates  ne.xt  winter,  and  Miss  Euphemia 
is  trying  her  very  best  to  keep  from  blushing  furiously. 

Nor  is  our  hero's  posture  a  strained  one.  In  the 
Aching  Eighties  a  gentleman  who  was  a  gentleman 
genuflected  at  the  slightest  occasion  where  ladies  were 
concerned.  Any  energetic  salesman  could  have  made 
a  fortune  in  leathern  knee-pads,  but  the  day  of  Sales- 
Psychology  was  not  yet. 


"What  makes  her  so  wild?' 
"Her  father  was  a  pitcher." 


'^fes^ 


Aged  Gentleman:  My  boy,  I'm  getting  an  old, 
feeble  man  these  days. 

Fresh  Frosh:  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  him 
w  hen  you  get  him  ^ 

Assistant:  There's  a  woman  outside  with  a  case 
of  fallen  arches. 

Doctor:  I  don't  want  any  today,  but  tell  her  to 
leave  the  case  and  I'll  look  them  over. 

He  shuffles  into  class  almost  nine  minutes  late 
every  day,  and  creates  an  unnecessary  noise  by  slam- 
ming the  door  after  him.  He  disturbs  a  large  part  of 
the  class  by  calling  them  by  name,  and  sometimes  he 
has  even  been  known  to  talk  aloud  in  the  very  midst 
of  class — 

Is  he  on  probation^  Why,  of  course  not!  He's  our 
professor. 


Twenty-three 


Moon  Lady 


Once  your  eyes  were  glamorous, 

In  a  Sultan's  harem, 
And  your  lips  were  amorous, 

Erstwhile  Rose  of  Sharon — 

But  you  learned  to  love  the  moon 

With  an  incandescence 
Proving  downright  fatal,  soon, 

To  your  effervescence. 

No  one  understood,  as  I , 

Such  a  change  emphatic, 
Nor  divined  the  reason  why 

You  waxed  enigmatic 

You  became  the  lambent  wife 

Of  the  somber  crescent. 
On  a  night  when  harem  life 

Slumbered  somnolescent: 

When  the  moon  sucked  up  the  tide 
As  the  ivorld  ivas  darkling. 

You  became  the  barren  bride 
Of  the  lunar  sparkling. 

In  that  semicircle  sunk. 

Now  your  lips  are  bitter. 
And  your  lids  are  drugged  and  drunk 

Like  a  lovely  quitter 

Who  has  tasted  of  the  gifts 

Of  a  wild  existence, 
But  ivho  does  not  own  the  shifts 

Of  a  staid  persistence. 

And  the  Sultan  never  knew 

Better  than  the  others 
Why  it  is  the  female  crew 

Falls  for  luny  lovers. 


Lava  That  Off 

(Scene — Summit  of  Vesuvius) 
American  Tourist:  Great  snakes, 
it  reminds  me  of  Hell! 

English  Tourist:  My  dear,  how 
these  Americans  do  travel ! 

"Doctor,  how  can  I  ever  repay 
you  for  your  kindness  to  me?" 

"Doesn't  matter,  old  man,  check, 
money  order  or  cash,  " 

Prof:  How  many  sides  has  a  circle? 

Frosh:    Two. 

Prof:    What  are  they? 

Frosh:    The  outside  and  inside. 


-UjesTovi  - 


Note  this  Victorian  maiden  of 
parts.  We  are  undecided  whether 
the  pin  on  her  chest  is  a  Theta  pin 
in  perspective  or  a  Delt  pin  in  dis- 
tress. Probably  the  former,  as 
Thetas  were  quite  brazen  in  dis- 
playing their  pins  and  charms  in 
those  days.  Nowadays,  four  out  of 
five  wear  raincoats,  even  in  fair 
weather. 

P^lighty  wren  as  she  was  back  in 
those  times,  she  could  not  have 
hoped  to  measure  up  to  the  mod- 
ern brand  of  canary.  But  now 
that  she  is  gray  and  withal  a 
grandma,  and  has  read  quite  thor- 
oly  that  long  sentence  in  Ulysses, 
the  frivolities  of  the  Trifling  Twen- 
ties have  become  as  nothing  to  her. 
Ever  and  anon,  indeed,  she  will 
strike  off  a  bit  of  free  verse  for  one 
of  the  sisters,  or,  on  rare  occasions, 
reminisce  a  trifle  on  the  good  old 
days  when  pants  were  pants. 


"When  did  Washington  take  his 
first  ride,  Gitanjali?" 

"Forsooth,  my  zed,  'twas  when 
he  took  a  hack  at  the  cherry  tree.  " 


Maid  (speaking  o\'er  phone) :  No, 
sir,  I  don't  know  how  long  the 
Doctor's  going  to  be  gone.  He's 
been  called  out  on  an  eternity 
case. 


AN  EYE  OUT  FOR  BUSINESS 


Twenty-Jour 


Twenty-five 


^|OlQTP\V\VlEf  TlEIKfM  f^'lDPILF  pAIKIROT 


The  Private  Life  of  Queen  Victoria 


By  An  Ignorant  Person 


Author's  note:  Since  this  is  the  Mid-Victorian  issue 
of  the  Parrot,  the  author  thinks  it  nothing  more  than 
suitable  that  some  brief  mention  be  made  of  the  cause 
of  all  this  blah.  For  the  benefit  of  the  freshmen  and 
the  Co-eds,  who  are  not  well  informed,  let  us  state 
at  this  point  that  Queen  Victoria  was,  by  the  Grace 
of  God,  and  an  Act  of  Providence,  ruler  and  Queen  of 
these  United  Kingdoms  of  Great  Britain  and  Ulster, 
Scourge  of  Ireland,  Empress  of  India  and  of  the 
Canadas,  and  Overseer  and  Lord  High  Potentate  of 
Australia  from  the  ^'ear  of  our  Lord  1837  to  the  Year 
of  Her  Death  1^01,  Her  chief  claim  to  the  laurels 
lies  in  the  fact  that  she  was  Queen  during  the  Mid- 
Victorian  period  of  something  or  other. 

BORN  at  an  early  age,  the  Great  Queen  displayed 
in  her  very  babyhood  those  symptoms  of 
precocity  and  leadership  that  later  made  her  a  grand- 
mother to  ninety-five  per  cent  of  the  nobility  of 
Europe.  It  is  recorded  that  she  learned  to  walk 
without  going  thru  the  intermediary  stage  of  crawl- 
ing, since  knee-pads  were  unknown  in  those  days,  and 
that  she  started  stuttering  before  she  could  pronounce 
a  single  word.  It  is  further  written  in  the  records  that 
in  the  year  1826,  at  the  age  of  seven,  upon  seeing 
Robert  Fulton's  steamboat  struggling  up  the  River 
Thames,  she  gave  a  deep-throated  chuckle  and 
gurgled:  "My  Gard!  What  a  Wet  Smack!"  She  was 
twelve  years  old  before  they  caught  her  to  put  stock- 
ings on  her,  and  no  one  knows  with  any  certainty  that 
she  wore  them  in  later  years,  as  her  skirts  were  too 
voluminous  and  long  for  any  light  to  be  cast  on  the 
subject.  She  was  always  extremely  reticent  after 
attaining  her  majority  and  often  refused  even  to  dis- 
cuss the  matter. 

In  1837  she  became  Queen,  since  no  other  likely 
opening  presented  itself.  She  immediately  assumed 
a  dignity  far  beyond  her  years,  and  was  soon  going 
out  in  the  very  best  society.  She  soon  attained  that 
linguistic  ability  so  common  to  British  rulers,  so  that 
the  French  ambassador,  M.  Grand  Gateau  de 
Fromage,  was  often  heard  to  remark  that  he  had 
heard  French  and  heard  French,  but  never  such 
French  as  the  Great  Queen  used.  The  German 
ambassador,  Leo  J.  Gottverdammen,  was  even  more 
astounded  at  her  knowledge  and  pronunciation  of  the 
Sauer-kraut  tongue,  the  first  time  he  conversed 
with  her.  In  fact  he  ran  a  high  fever,  broke  out  in 
virulent  English,  and  was  never  more  heard  to  use 
his  mother-tongue  in  her  presence. 

Shortly  after  her  coronation  she  was  married  to 
Prince  Albert,  whom  you  will  all  be  surprised  to  know 
was  actually  a  man  and  not  a  brand  of  tobacco. 
The  marriage  was  the  result  of  a  contract  for  future 
delivery,  and  neither  party  ever  saw  the  other  up  to 
the  day  of  the  marriage.  As  the  Great  Queen  so 
aptly  remarked:  "My  dears,  I  was  never  so  em- 
barrassed in  all  my  life!"  Owing  to  this  strangeness, 
things  were  somewhat  stiff  and  uncomfortable  be- 
tween them  for  a  time,  but  he  eventually  broke 
down  her  maidenly  reserve,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few 
years  she  was  able  to  laugh  heartily  at  all  his  jokes. 

After  the  birth  of  their  first  child,  Edward,  Prince 
of  Wales,  who  was  a  lad  of  no  mean  vocal  ability, 
the  Great  Queen  quieted  down  remarkably  and  be- 


came quite  ladylike,  even  to  the  point  of  giving  up 
her  crocheting  and  starting  to  smoke  Lucky  Strikes. 
She  was  a  model  mother.  In  fact,  Prince  Edward  often 
said  afterwards  that  if  he  had  only  had  two  more 
mothers  like  the  Great  Queen  he  might  really  have 
amounted  to  something.  However,  Edward  always 
held  a  slight  prejudice  against  the  Great  Queen 
because  her  crown  fell  off  one  evening  while  she  was 
kissing  him  good-night.  The  incident  made  quite  an 
impression  upon  the  young  Prince  and  he  never  forgot 
that  good-night  kiss. 

During  the  era  of  the  American  Civil  War  and  the 
Abominable  Hoop  Skirt,  the  Great  Queen  became 
famed  far  and  wide  as  being  the  only  living  woman 
who  wore  the  hoops  consistently  without  ever  having 
them  collapse  on  her.  Even  she  admitted,  however, 
that  she  always  carried  a  spare  hoop  under  the  top 
skirt  for  use  in  case  of  emergency.  These  hoop-skirts 
had  an  evil  habit  of  telescoping  skyward  at  the 
slightest  provocation,  and  the  Great  Queen  was  no 
publicity  seeker. 

In  this  connection  an  amusing  anecdote  is  told 
of  her  conversation  with  Lord  Camembert  de  Roque- 
fort upon  the  occasion  of  her  dubbing  him  a  Knight 
of  the  Garter.  It  is  related  that  the  Great  Queen 
eyed  the  Lord's  well-turned  limb  appraisingly  as  she 
slipped  the  garter  on  and  shoved  it  up  above  his 
knee.  "A  right  smartly-turned  pair  of  laigs  you  got 
there,  Cam,  old  Boy!  "  she  remarked  in  an  undertone. 
Camembert  made  a  sweeping  obeisance  and  retorted: 
"Thank  you,  Your  Majesty,  I  only  wish  that  my 
limited  knowledge  might  enable  me  to  return  your 
most  kind  compliment!  "  "Well  done.  Sir  Knight, 
well  done!  "  cried  the  Great  Queen,  slapping  him 
heartily  on  the  back.  "Stick  around!  Who  knows 
but  what  the  breaks  might  fall  your  way  yet!" 

At  another  time,  the  Great  Queen  became  angered 
with  her  minister  of  finance  and  economies,  one  Angus 
MacDonald,  because  he  refused  to  give  way  before 
her  when  she  entered  the  court-room.  She  carefully 
concealed  her  anger,  however,  and  asked  that  the 
doughty  Scotchman  appear  before  her.  When  he 
appeared  the  Great  Queen  amicably  passed  the  time 
of  day,  but  he  passed  it  back  to  her.  She  smiled 
sweetly  and  inquired:  "By  the  way,  Angus,  where  are 
you  dining  tonight^  "  The  Highlander's  face  lighted 
up  at  the  prospect  of  a  good  square  at  the  royal  ex- 
pense. "W'hy,  nae  place,  Yuir  Majesty,  nae  place  at 
a!"  he  hastened  to  assure  her  in  his  best  Scotch 
accent  and  kilts.  "Well,  you're  certainly  going  to 
be  hungrier  than  Hell  before  morning!"  retorted  the 
Great  Queen,  smiling  grimly.  She  then  turned  to  two 
ladies-in-waiting  and  said  to  one  of  them,  whose  name 
was  Maggie:  "Maggie,  take  the  dog  outside!" 
Maggie  promptly  seized  Fitzsimmons,  the  dog,  whose 
name  was  Fitzsimmons,  and  took  him  outside.  "My 
stars,  the  air  inhere  is  terrible!  "  observed  the  Great 
Queen,  fanning  herself  vigorously.  MacDonald 
sneaked  away  with  a  crestfallen  attitude,  but  the 
Great  Queen  detected  him  in  the  act  and  ordered 
him  to  bring  it  back. 

During  the  Chicago  World's  Fair  in  1893,  the  Great 
Queen  expressed  a  keen  desire  to  journey  to  Chicago 
to   look   over   the   bears   and   cantaloupes   exhibited 

(Concluded  on  next  page) 


Twenty-six 
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Nocturne 

He  wooed  for  the  sake  of  the  wooing, 

But  ne'er  did  he  woo  to  attain, 
He  loved  for  the  love  of  the  loving, 

Which  kept  him  from  loving  in  vain. 
He  traveled  in  many  directions, 

By  many  a  maid  ivas  he  tossed. 
An  expert  ivas  he  in  perfections, 

Who  never  got  hooked  by  a  frost. 

.A  system  he  thought  he'd  perfected. 

This  selfish  philandering  wretch. 
Which  kept  him  from  being  connected 

For  more  than  a  week  at  a  stretch 
To  any  designing  young  female 

With  an  eye  to  annexing  his  pin, 
And  also  quite  needless  to  flee  jail 

Just  after  some  amorous  sin. 

But  love  is  a  woman's  profession. 

And  it's  only  a  fellow's  desert: 
He  finally  became  the  possession 

Of  a  co-educational  flirt. 
He  ivas  led  like  a  lamb  to  the  slaughter. 

His  romeo  moments  ivere  gone; 
Now  he  travels  the  floor  with  a  daughter 

From  the  middle  of  night  unto  dawn. 


(Continued  from  opposite  page) 

there,  but  was  restrained  from  making  the  visit 
because  of  a  rumor  which  was  rampant  in  London  at 
that  time  that  ail  the  bathrooms  in  Chicago  had  full- 
length  mirrors.  The  Great  Queen  was  indeed  the 
very  soul  of  Modesty. 

In  the  year  1901  she  died,  full  of  honor  and  apple- 
sauce, and  was  buried  in  Westminster  Abbey  with  her 
four  fathers.  Solemn  requiems  were  said  for  her  soul, 
and  on  the  seventh  day  she  ascended  on  high,  and  to 
this  day  gazes  down  on  us  from  the  Victoria  Cross. 
Let  us,  as  moderns,  offer  up  a  paean  of  praise  to 
Victoria,  a  woman  who  lived  eighty-two  years  with- 
out even  trying  to  think.  G.  G.  C. 


"Demonstrate  your  wisdom  by  using  ossify  in  a 
sentence. " 

"  Ld  be  an  ossify  did  that. " 


Lord  Tennis  Sonne:  By  the  Good  Queen,  some 
rumble  seat,  eh,  Algy? 

Swindburne  (familiarly,  Algy  or  Swinnie) ;  By  all 
the  bustles  in  Merrie  England,  thou  art  wrong 
again,  revered  Laureate.  Tis  but  a  dame  with  her 
career  behind  her. 

Panegyric 

I'm  glad  thai  both  the  sun  and  moon 

Are  hanging  up  so  high. 
So   no  pretentious   hand  can  reach 

And  pluck  them  from  the  sky. 
If  they  ivere  not.    I  have  no  doubt 

That  some  reforming  ass. 
Would  recommend  to  take  them  down 

And  light  the  world  ivith  gas. 

T.  D.  W. 


The  proprietors  of  a  Siamese  newspaper  distributed 
hand-bills  containing  the  following  notice: 

The  news  of  English  we  tell  the  latest.  Writ  in 
perfectly  styl  and  most  earliest.  Do  a  murder,  git 
commit,  we  hear  of  end  tell  it.  Do  a  mighty  chief 
die,  we  publish  it,  and  in  borders  of  somber.  Staff 
has  each  one  been  colleged,  and  writes  like  the 
Kippling  and  the  Dickens.  We  circle  every  town  and 
extortionate  not  for  advertisements.  Buy  it!  Buy 
it!  Tell  each  of  you  its  greatness  for  good.  Ready 
on  Friday,  number  first. 


Twenty-seven 
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A  Mid-Victorian  Tragedy 

It  was  reported  that  the  fair  Cecilia  and  the  gallant 
Sir  Percy  were  engaged.  Being  only  a  report,  of 
course  no  one  could  be  sure;  but  every  lord  and  lady 
of  Queen  Victoria's  court  readily  believed  it.  Why 
should  they  not,  though^  Had  not  Sir  Percy, 
favorite  of  the  court,  courted  the  beautiful  Cecilia 
for  seven  years:*  Had  not  he  been  true  to  her  and  she 
to  him  during  the  whole  of  this  long  time?  Of  course, 
and  the  entire  court  was  looking  forward  to  the 
festive  occasion. 

But  just  when  the  expectancy  was  at  its  peak,  a 
thing  happened  that  was  long  remembered  by  all 
the  followers  of  the  court.  An  incident  full  of  ghastly 
horror!  No  man  of  the  court,  not  even  his  enemies, 
believed  Sir  Percy  so  meanly  capable  of  such  a  dis- 
reputable act — an  act,  the  thought  of  which  turned 
men  gray  over  night,  ruined  homes,  and  caused  in- 
separable friends  to  doubt  one  another. 

I  tell  this  tale  of  horror  just  as  it  happened  and 
without  prejudice: 

The  entire  court  of  Queen  Victoria  was  waiting 
breathlessly  for  the  announcement  of  Percy  and 
Cecilia's  engagement.  But  alas  and  alack!  One 
dark  night  Sir  Percy  disappeared,  to  the  surprise  of 
all.  Cecilia  was  questioned  at  once,  but  not  a  word 
would  she  utter. 

The  fair  Cecilia  locked  herself  up  in  her  castle 
tower.  Time  passed  and  the  beautiful  Cecilia  grew 
quickly  old.  All  her  former  charms  deserted  her  and 
her  spirit  of  youth  departed.  A  black  cloud  of  gloom 
and  sadness  descended  upon  the  court. 
{Concluded  on  next  page) 
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A  hot  necking  party  of  the  nineties.  The  Beta 
freshman  on  the  right  is  just  suggesting  to  the 
Alpha  Phi  hopeful  on  the  left  that  they  drop  in 
some  place  for  a  short  beer  on  the  way  to  choir 
practice. 

You  ask  why,  in  that  age  before  the  day  of  modern 
bodily  advertising,  they  sit  so  far  apart  :*  There's  a 
reason — and    it   isn't   Postum! 


They  ain't  no  use  in  telling  me 
That  youth  is  worse  today. 

Why,  ain't  I  seen  em  ride  as  fast 
In  th'  one-hoss  open  shay? 


An  ain't  th'  gals  as  pretty  now 
An'  not  so  hard  to  see? 

I  tell  ye,  th'  gal  o'  yesturday 
Is  not  th'  gal  fer  me! 


M.  G. 


Twenty-nine 


Ode  to  a  Cigarette 

Little  butt  with  lighted  end, 
To  what  millions  art  thou  friend! 
Thou  art  here,  thou  art  there, 
Gosh!    Thou  art   most  everywhere! 
Giving  great  digestive  aid. 
Through  the  world,  to  man  and  maid! 
Cheering  people  when  they're  blue — 
Think  how  much  depends  on  you ! 
Yet  the  Dean  of  Women  bans  thee — 
Yea!    Quite  thoroughly  she  cans  thee! 
Ah,  when  ignorance  is  bliss, 
What  a  lot  of  bliss  we  miss! 
Perhaps  it's  so,  but  I  surmise, 
That  I'd  just  as  soon  be  wise! 


June: 
July: 


What  leads  so  many  girls  astray  1 
Fallen  arches,  my  dear. 


— Kitty-Kat 


A  Mid-Victorian  Tragedy 

(Continued  from  reverse  page) 

At  last,  to  solve  this  problem,  the  lords  and  peers 
of  the  court  convened  with  Queen  Victoria  and 
finally  decided  that  Cecilia  should  be  forced  to 
yield  the  cause  of  her  distraction.  Summarily, 
Cecilia  was  brought  before  the  Queen  and  informed 
of  the  court's  decision.  The  once-beautiful  Cecilia 
firmly  refused,  but  the  Queen  commanded  upon 
penalty  of  death.  Thereupon,  Cecilia  broke  into 
tears,  but  when  the  Queen  insisted,  she  sobbed  this 
tale  of  woe: 

"That  last  night  Percy  came  as  usual  to  see  me 
and  we  became  engaged.  We  talked  and  it  grew 
late.  He  stayed  and  stayed — and  as  it  grew  later  and 
the  clock  struck  8:30,  he  said,  'Cecilia,  I  must  go.' 
And  as  we  parted,  he  put —  " 

At  this  point,  Cecilia  grew  hysterical  and  cried, 
"I  can't  tell  it — I  can't  tell  it.  " 

The  court  doctor  was  summoned  and  the  distracted 
maid  grew  gradually  calm,  and  began  again: 

"As  we  parted,  he  put —  "  Here  her  eyes  narrowed, 
and  hate  shot  from  them  like  blades  of  steel.  "He 
put  his  hand  on  my  shoulder!  "  She  grew  hysterical 
again  and  began  to  shout,  "He  disgraced  me — HE 
PUT  HIS  HAND  ON  MY  SHOULDER,  and  I 
ordered  him  from  my  sight  forever!  " 

For  a  moment  the  listeners  stood  aghast  and  motion- 
less. Then  someone  shouted,  "To  arms!  To  arms!" 
Armor  clanked,  swords  flashed,  and  horses  galloped 
to  avenge  the  wronged  Cecilia. 

Cecilia  began  to  cry  once  more.  She  cried,  and 
cried,  and  cried,  and  the  river  rose  ten  feet  that 
night. 

G.  B. 


SIGHT-SEEING  GUIDE  (on  rubber-neck  wagon) : 
And  ladies  and  gentlemen,  on  your  right  you  see  a 
monument  erected  last  year  to  a  noble  cause. 

INQUISITIVE  OLD  LADY:  And  what  does  it 
stand  for^ 

THE  GUIDE  (sarcastically):  Because,  madam, 
it  would  look  silly  lying  down. 

— Red  Cat 

Young  Feller  (at  a  party):     Gimme  a  kiss. 
1927:     M'god,  Belle,  pass  the  gin,  we'll   have   to 
preserve  this  one  in  alcohol. 

—Puppet 

College  Widow:  And  do  you  want  to  see  my  sun- 
burn, little  boy? 

The  Innocent:  My  goodness,  did  you  tear  your 
bathing  suit? 

—Puppet 

Rocks  on  the  mountains. 
Fish  in  the  sea, 
A  garbage  man's  daughter 
Made  a  dump  out  of  me. 


The  most  modest  co-ed  we  know  even  blindfolds 
herself  when  she  takes  a  bath. 

— Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl 

"Because  her  mother  complained  about  expenses, 
Lucy  became  angry  and  cut  up  all  her  dresses.  " 
"Shear  waste,  I'd  call  it." 

Once  there  was  a  man  who  started  to  college  with 
garters  and  an  idea  that  in  four  years  he'd  be  edu- 
cated— but  Father  graduated  a  long  time  ago. 


"So  MacLeane  is  married!  Does  his  wife  treat  him 
welL" 

"No,  she's  Scotch  too." 

Son:     I  wonder  what  ma  is  making  for  supper? 
Dad:     Trouble. 

Harry:  It  was  nice  of  Nick  to  buy  his  wife  a  new 
washing  machine. 

Hoijer:  Yes,  the  old  one  made  so  much  noise  he 
couldn't  sleep. 

Colyum  poet:  I  don't  know  what  to  do!  I  must 
compose  something  funny  for  tomorrow's  paper.  I 
can't.  .  . 

Peasant:    My  dear  man,  compose  yourself! 


Thirty 


The  one  cigarette  in  a  million 


The  instant  a  Camel  is  lighted,  you  sense 
that  here  is  the  distinctly  better  cigarette. 
And  how  this  superior  quality  grows  with 
the  smoking!  Choice  tobaccos  tell  their 
fragrant  story.  Patient,  careful  blending 
rewards  the  smoker  with  added  pleasure. 
Camel  is  the  one  cigarette  in  a  million 
for  mildness  and  mellowness.  Its  decided 
goodness  wins  world  popularity  for  Camel. 

R.       J.        REYNOLDS        TOBACCO        C 

©1927 


Modern  smokers  demand  superiority.  They 
find  it  fulfilled  in  Camels,  and  place  them 
overwhelmingly  first. 

You  should  know  the  tastes  and  fra- 
grances that  choice  tobaccos  really  give. 
Camels  will  reveal  an  entirely  new  plea- 
sure. And  the  more  of  them  you  light, 
the  more  enjoyable. 

"Have  a  Camel!" 
OMPANY,      WINSTON-SALEM,      N.      C. 


Thirty-one 
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Nobody  knoius 

hoiu  dry  I  am/ 


3J 


QlNGS  the  Brinfeksis;  Kayvuoodic 
C-/ ''until  they  smoke  me!" 

Here's  a  modern  pipe  that  earns 
"A"  on  any  test.  And  you  can't 
get  it  "ujet" — it  gives  a  dry,  cool, 
fresh,  sujeet,  uiholesomc  smoke  all 
the  time.  The  MxinkhS&  Attach- 
ment does  it — easy  to  clean. 


KAYWOODIE 


Ask  to  see  the  famous  JBrinfelegS  Kaytuoodie 
at  your  pipe  shop.    Don't  miss  tt,  maTi.' 


AH  Oop 

A  new  signal  for  that  rattling  good  product  from 
Michigan:  Are  you  ready?  Let's  go  Henry,  19  28 
shift ! 

Boss:  Say,  where  in  blazes  are  you  two  worthless 
niggers  going?     Why  don't  you  get  to  work? 

Mose:  We'se  working.  Boss.  We'se  carryin'  dis 
heah  plank  up  to  de  mill. 

Boss:     Plank!     I  don't  see  any  plank. 

Mose:  Well,  foh  de  Lawd's  sake,  Sam.  Ef  we 
hain't  gone  and  clean  forgot  de  plank! 

—Froth 

^^00 


Excited  Tourist  (beckoning  to  cabby):     Hey! 
Cabby:     Look  here,  mister,  stop  kiddin'  my  horse. 

— Punch  Bowl 

The  rabid  rooter  paid  off  his  bet  and  then  met  the 
referee  as  he  left  the  locker  room  and  presented  the 
official  with  a  handful  of  pennies. 

Somewhat  puzzled,  the  referee  inquired,  "What're 
these  for?" 

"1  always  give  pennies  to  blind  men,"  replied  the 
fan. 

— Octopus 

"Come,  get  us  five  bricks  and  let  us  have  an  Irish 
tea  party." 

"What  have  the  bricks  to  do  with  it?  " 

"Why  that's  the  way  the  Irish  always  throw  a 
party." 

— Octopus 


BrinfelesisJ  kaywoodie  $  ^  -^p     g 

Unconditionally  Guaranteed  C^  ^^ 

KAUFMANN  BROS.  &  BONDY,  Inc.,  120  Fifth  Ave..  Neu,  York      ^ 


Gift  Booh 

A  hook  IS  always  an  appropriate 
gift.  It  is  a  gift  that  lasts  and 
which  always  expresses  the  senti- 
fnents  of  the  giver. 

At  Chandler  s  the  problem  of  selec- 
tion is  facilitated  by  a  wonderful 
collection  of  hooks  and  a  helpful 
and  eficient  personnel. 

Select  the  gift  at 
^     ■^fountain.  Square  ¥     Q^ 

^    EVA-tsTSTOisr     y 

Phone  University  12 J 
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Wonder  What  an  All-Star  Half  Back  Thinks  A  bout  :   By  briggs 


©  1927.  P.  Lorillard  Co..  Est.  1760 


. .  not  a  cough  in  a  carload 


Thirty-three 


p^lOlRTy WIE/TIEIDF^  pUIPPILIF pMEOJ 


mmxhmn 

I       Authentic  styled  i>^  I 
l^egeCIothMT 


Designed  in  Accordance 

with  the  Exacting 
Demands  of  College  Men 


nemij  CLytton  S  Sons 

Evanston  Shop 

Orrington  and  Church 


What  History  Omitted 

{The  not-so- private  life  of  Queen  Victoria) 

Scene:  Ante  room  in  Queen  V's  palace.  The  court 
is  playing  penny-ante. 

Queen  V:  Who  tha  hell's  shy?  Come  on,  W'ally, 
stick  in  a  few,  and  you  won't  have  so  many. 

Sir  W.  Raleigh:  Well  dammit,  I'm  broke  after 
paying  the  cleaning  bill  on  my  cloak.  You  should 
ha\e  worn  your  rubbers. 

Queen:  Rubbers  hell!  Whaddya  think  I  am,  an 
Alpha  Phi? 

Win.  Pitt:  Speaking  of  fees,  what  do  you  think  of 
the  Stamp  Act  ^ 

Queen:  Heavens,  I  don't  know.  I  simply  don't 
ha\'e  time  to  get  to  all  these  new  plays. 

Servant  enters. 

Serv. :     Your  majesty,  Columbus  awaits  without. 

Queen:    Without  what^ 

Serv. :     Without  the  gate. 

Queen:    Then  give  him  the  gate. 

Just  then  Columbus  dashes  in  thus 

CoL:    Hey,  Vic.,  I  just  got  the  swellest  idea. 

Queen:  Why  don't  you  have  it  framed — you  could 
sell  it  to  a  curiosity  shop. 

Col.:  All  right,  laugh.  People  laughed  at  Robert 
Fulton,  too.     Anyway,  see  this  egg? 

Queen:  Why  you  idiot,  this  isn't  Hell  Week  yet. 
Of  course  I  won't  autograph  it. 

Col.:    Oh,  act  your  age  for  a  change. 

Queen  (ominously):     What  do  you  mean  by  that? 

Col.:     Why-er,    most   other   young   girls    I    know 

{Conlinued  on  ne.xt  page) 


AT 
SUN  DOWN 

WHERE'S  YOUR 
CAR? 


MfleiSAtl 


STORAGE  with  MAINTENANCE 
REPAIRING— GREASING— WASHING 

1725  SHERMAN  AVE. 


ANY  TIME 
JUST  CALL  GREENLEAF  4850-51 

We'll  Call  for  Your  Car 


Tit  irty-Jour 
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What  History  Omitted 

(Continued  from  opfjosite  page) 

aren't  so  witty.  Anyhow,  I  wanna  discover  America, 
hut  I  hafta  have  some  dough  and  a  good  press  agent. 

Raleigh:  Weil  what  the  hell  do  you  wanna  discover 
America  for^ 

Col.:  Publicity,  of  course.  Lookit  the  big  vaude- 
ville contracts  I'll  get,  and  the  rakeoffs  for  writing 
testimonials  for  Schmalzheim's  yeast,  and  Punktayst 
malted  milk.  Then  later  on,  I  can  go  on  a  lecture 
tour,  or  write  a  book  and  get  introduced  into  society, 
like  Lindbergh. 

Queen:    But  what's  the  egg  for? 

Col.:  Proves  the  world's  round. 

Raleigh:    Liar!    How  come? 

Col.:  Easy.  As  Shakespeare  says,  the  world's  a 
stage.  Well,  a  stage  is  a  thing  that  supportsspectacles. 
A  thing  that  supports  spectacles  is  a  nose.  A  nose  is  a 
beak.  A  beak  is  the  beginning  of  a  chicken.  The 
beginning  of  a  chicken  is  an  egg.  Therefore,  the 
world's  the  same  as  an  egg.  Therefore,  it's  round, 
q.e.d. 

Queen:  Say  that's  great,  Christy.  I'm  all  for  you, 
kid.  Sell  my  jewels  and  this  bottle  of  Scotch  and 
buy  your  ships — all  for  the  glory  of  Spain — and  we'll 
split  the  profits.  And  by  the  way,  never  mind  those 
testimonials  and  lectures  and  books.  Just  open  up  a 
night  club  over  there,  and  we'll  get  rich  a  lot  quicker. 

Note  to  freshmen  and  Commerce  Students:  One 
or  two  points  in  here  are  not  historically  accurate. 

B.  A.  \V. 


"The  Business  College  with  a 
University  Atmosphere" 

PREPARE  for  a  business  career  at  the  only 
Business  College  in  the  West  which  re- 
quires every  student  to  be  at  least  a  four-year 
High  School  graduate. 

Beginning  on  the  first  of  April,  July,  October, 
and  January,  we  conduct  a  special,  complete,     | 

intensive,  three-months*  course  in 

stenography  which  is  open  to 

College  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  Only 

Enrollments  for  this  course  must  be  made 
before  the  opening  day — preferably  some  time 
in  advance,  to  be  sure  of  a  place  in  the  class. 
Stenography  opens  the  way  to  independence, 
and  is  a  very  great  help  in  any  position  in 
life.  The  ability  to  take  shorthand  notes  of 
lectures,  sermons,  conversation,  and  in  many 
other  situations  is  a  great  asset. 

BULLETIN  ON  REQUEST 
No    Solicitors    Employed 

PAUL  MOSER,  J.  D.  Ph.  B.,  President 

116  South  Michigan  Avenue 

Randolph  4347  12lh  Floor  Chicago,  Illinois 

In  the  Day  School  Girls  Only  are  Enrolled 
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WALK-OVER'S  \ 


"HIGH-FLIERS 


A  New  Series]  of  Styles 
FOR  YOUNG  MEN 

You  have  a  complete    series 

to  choose    from  —  grained 

leathers  and  smooth 

quarter  oxfordsland 

bluchers,    fancVitips 

and  plain.  This  pair. 

Black    No.     1976 

Tan   No.  3976 

$7.50 

WALK-OVER 

SHOE  STORE 
607  DAVIS  STREET 

Joe  Hiddleston,  Mgr. 
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WHEN    YOU   THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

■^ —     -,        think:  of 


Bertie 


on<S 


''V:^sToZ""^-     Phone  University632  I54Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


W     CLOTHES 

Ready-made 
And  Cut  to  Order 

ESTABLISHED  ENGLISH  UNIVERSITY 
STYLES,  TAILORED  OVER  YOUTHFUL 
CHARTS  SOLELY  FOR  DISTINGUISHED 
SERVICE    IN   THE    UNITED    STATES. 


Suits   940,  *45,  *50  OverceaU 


Bertram  was  "there.  '  He  had  acquired  a  virile 
preparation  for  college  in  one  of  the  hottest  prep 
schools  in  the  country,  and  he  romped  into  college 
with  an  avidity.  College  life,  for  him,  was  but  a  suc- 
cession of  dates  broken  only  by  recuperative  naps  in 
the  class-rooms.  There  were  those  who  said  he 
lacked  school  spirit:  but  who  could  deny  that  he  was 
always  ready  to  drink  toasts  no  end  to  his  dear  old 
abna  mater?  Indeed,  he  could  drink  any  man  in  his 
fraternity  under  the  table,  though  he  was  but  a 
frosh.  Handsome,  w'itty,  "ginney"  he  was  the  answer 
to  the  coeds'  prayer;  if  they  clapped  their  hands 
when  Charlie  arrived,  they  must  have  brought  down 
the  roof  when  Bertram  blew  in. 

It  was  a  great  blow  to  the  school  when  Bertram 
left  us.  We  could  never  see  why  the  professors,  and 
the  dean,  could  not  realize  what  a  "find  "  he  was;  he 
was  just  too  big  a  man  for  the  school,  I  guess.  He's 
now  selling  ties  in  the  Boston  Store  basement. 
Good  old  Bertram!  "W.  L.  L. 

"Dost  know  what  a  waffle  is,   Algernon?" 

"1  give  up,  Whiffltree,  just  what  is  a  waffle?  " 

"A    pancake    with   cleats."  — Red  Cat 

I  u  as  on  the  stage  once. 

'^'eah^  I 

Uh-huh,  I  fell  out  of  the  balcony.  — Red  Cat 


Two  little  pink  knees-es 
In  the  cool  summer  breezes, 

Look  very  pretty,  'tis  true. 
But  like  the  three  little  kittens, 
They  have  lost  their  mittens, 

Kitty,  Carrie,  and  Lou. 
And  the  little  pink  knees-es 
In  the  cold  winter  breezes. 

No  longer  are  pink,  but  blue. 


Bearly 

Camels  Hair 

Coat 
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Bearly 

Camels  Hair 

Coat 
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We  Grow  Maudlin 

It    may   be    a   mansion — 

It  may  be  a  dump — 
It  may  be  a  farm 

With  an  old  oaken  pump — 
It  may  be  a  palace — 

It  may  be  a  flat 
It  may  be  a  room 

Where  you  hang  up  \our  hat — 
It  may  be  a  house 

With  a  hole  in  the  floor 
Or  a  marble  hotel 

With  a  coon  at  the  door — 
It  may  be  exclusive, 

Or  simple,  or  swell, 
.\  wee  bit  of  hea\en, 

Or  one  little — well, 
just  kindly  remember, 

Wherever  you  roam. 
That  Shakespeare  was  right,  kid. 

There's  no  place  like  home. 

—  The  Pelican 


Thirty-six 


Every  pipe  is  a  Sunny  Jimmy- 
pipe  when  it's  packed  with  P.  A. 
The  tidy  red  tin  chases  the  blues 
— and  how!  Why,  you  feel  bet- 
ter the  instant  you  open  the  tin 
and  get  that  marvelous  P.  A. 
aroma.  Every  chore  becomes  a 
cheer,  and  you're  sitting  on  top 
of  the  world. 

Then  you  load  up  and  light  up. 
That  taste — that  never-to-be-for- 
gotten, can't-get-too-much-of-it 
taste!  Cool  as  a  cut-in  from  the 
stag-line.  Sweet  as  retaliation. 
Mild  and  mellow  and  long-burn- 
ing,  with  a   balanced  body  that 


PA- 

is  some 

little 

cheer-leader 


satisfies,   right   to   the  bottom   of 
the  bowl. 

You  find  that  P.  A.  never  bites 
your  tongue  or  parches  your 
throat,  no  matter  how  often  you 
stoke  and  smoke.  Get  on  the 
sunny  side  of  life  with  a  pipe  and 
P.  A.  Buy  a  tidy  red  tin  today  and 
make  the  personal  test.  Pipes  were 
born  for  tobacco  like  this. 


p.  A.  is  sold  every- 
where  in  tidy  red  tins, 
pound  and  half-pound 
tin  humidors,  and 
pound  crystal-glass 
humidors  with  sponge- 
moistener  top.  And 
always  with  every  bit 
of  bite  and  parch  re- 
moved by  the  Prince 
Albert  process. 


>RINGE  ALBERT 

—  the    national   joy   smoke! 


